660                    A MODERN COMEDY
" Your father won a race the other day, I see."
The old boy knew everything !
" Yes ; but I believe it's all gone."
" It would be," said the marquess. " What are you
going to do now ? "
She had a strong desire to answer : " What are you ? "
but restrained it, and said :
" I thought of going on the stage."
" Well, I suppose that might be suitable. Can you
act ? "
" I'm not a Duse."
" Duse ? " The marquess shook his head. " One must
go back to Ristori for really great acting. Duse ! Very
talented, of course, but always the same. So you don't
choose to marry him now ? " He looked at her intently.
" That, I think, is right. Have you a list of your debts ? "
Marjorie Ferrar rummaged in her vanity bag. " Here it
is;"
She could see his nose wrinkling above it, but whether at
its scent, or its contents, she could not tell.
" Your grandmother," he said, " spent about a fifth
of what you seem to on about five times the acreage of
clothes. You wear nothing nowadays, and yet it costs all
this."
" The less there is, Grandfather, the better it has to be
cut, you know."
" Have you sent your presents back ? "
"I've had them packed."
" They must all go," said the marquess. " Keep nothing
he or any one else gave you."
" Of course not."
" To frank you," he said, suddenly, " I should have to sell
the Gainsborough."
" Oh, no ! "